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The day dragged.

There seemed to be nowhere in the whole
house where she could find room to sit down
and rest. All the reception rooms were being
stripped for the dancing; the dining-room was
being prepared for supper. Upstairs one wing
had been set aside as cloak-rooms, and a woman
from the village had appeared with a book of
tickets. The whole of Clifton had taken on a
strange new appearance, and Doreen was not sure
that she liked it like this. She wished that it
were back as it had been, and she wandered
out into the grounds, still held fast in frost.
Charles saw her there feeding the birds, and,
seeing her, he came through the frosty grass to
her. He wore no hat and his hair shone like
frost itself. " He thinks he is old/' she thought,
" but that isn't true. He is young, he is splendid.
Fm going to be so happy with him."

"Tonight," he said,'"we'll tell the world. I
have an idea that they won't be very sur-
prised."

"I don't care about the world; all I care about
is you," she said, and it was quite true.

"Where shall we go for a honeymoon?"

" I'd like to visit the convent for a day or so,"
she said. "I'd like to talk to the Reverend
Mother there."

" Nothing to confess?"

"Nothing," she said. It was curious that she
should still want guidance about his superstitious
nature. Silly that robins and black kittens should
frighten her so much. Almost as though they
were qmiaouslj^ connected with her future,